A  POPULAR  NOVELIST
chair of his own. This privilege was allowed him.
They drew the line, however, at the typewriter which
he also wanted to introduce.
Lane was always greatly taken up with London history,
and few things afforded him more satisfaction than to
bring out a worthy book on that subject. Such were
The Great Fire of London, The Tower of London, Unknown
London, by Mr. Walter G. Bell; such, too, were The
Westminster City Fathers, by W. H. Manchee, The
East India House, by William Foster, Bridewell Hospital,
by Edward Geoffrey O'Donoghue. All these, and many
other volumes of a similar character, were copiously
illustrated with contemporary prints and portraits.
Of the fiction published by John Lane, much of it,
such as the work of W. J. Locke, reached a very high
standard, and none, so far as I remember, failed to
attain a certain level of distinction that raised it above
the ordinary ephemeral reading matter of the day.
Rivalling the novels of Locke in popularity were those
which flowed—and her innumerable admirers hope will
continue to flow—from the pen of Miss Muriel Hine,
who, if I am not mistaken, already has twenty-one
novels to her credit. Though Lane was by no means
to be numbered with the great purveyors of fiction, he
must, in the forty years or so of his life as a publisher,
have put out a prodigious number of novels. I shall
not attempt to enumerate even those which I have read,
and they form a very small proportion of the whole; I
will only say that nowhere did he show a finer discrimina-
tion, a truer sense of what makes for permanence in this
class of literature, than when he gave to the world The
Street of the Eye and Mr. Godly Beside Himself, by Mr.
Gerald Bullett.
This   cursory  glance  at some  of the  post-Nineties
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